There is a lady sweet and kind ;
Was never face so pleased my mind ;
I did but see her passing by.
And yet I love her till I die.

Her gesture, motion, and her smiles,
Her wit, her voice, my heart beguiles :
Beguiles my heart, I know not why,
And yet I love her till I die,

Cupid is winged and doth range;
Her country so my love doth change :
But change she earth, or change she sky,
Yet will I love her till I die.

ANONYMOUS

Lord, there were a thousand things I remembered after
you were gone that I should have said, and now I am to
write not one of them will come into my head. Sure as I
live it is not settled yet! Good God! the fears and
surprises, the crosses and disorders of that day, 'twas
confused enough to be a dream, and I am apt to think
sometimes it was no more. But no, I saw you; when shall
I do it again, God only knows ! Can there be a romancer
story than ours would make if the conclusion proved
happy ? Ah! I dare not hope it; something that I cannot
describe draws a cloud over all the light my fancy dis-
covers sometimes, and leaves me so in the dark with all
my fears about me that I tremble to think on't But no
more of this sad talk-----Before you go I must have a ring
from you, too, a plain gold one; if I ever marry it shall be
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